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Tonight, the haunted second floor returned, returned; 

I climbed, I climbed the wooden stairway, and then stood 
Before the wall that hid the room from sight, from sight, 
But felt the emanations of its dread, its dread, 

Imperil me, right to my very core, my very core — 


I screamed, I screamed into the blighted dark, and woke; 
No sentence can convey the fear, the fear I felt; 
I knew that room could kill my timid soul, my timid soul — 


But when I slept again, I had resolve, resolve; 

Before the room, | called, I called upon the Lord; 

I gathered light, I gathered all the light I could, 

Until I had a storm of roaring light, of roaring light — 


And then I threw, I threw that light into the room, 
Endeavoring to wipe, to wipe its vigor out, 

I was at war, at war with thought forms deep within; 

My armor was my fortitude of mind, of mind, 

My javelins were the grace, the grace of God, 

And in the room was something, something that had come 
Alive when I was injured, injured long ago — 

I do not fully know, I have forgot, I have forgot. 


I sent a bolt, a bolt of light into the room, 

And hoped to tear, to tear its frigid life apart, 

But soon the room rebounded and came forth, came forth, 

To claim my life and douse my cyan flame, my cyan flame, 

Yet something had been changed, been changed in me by grace — 

I gazed with poise into the squalid eye, the squalid eye, 

And said: “You cannot harm me, cannot harm me now — 

And from this hour, I will increase my strength, increase my strength, 


And one day I will lodge, will lodge a sword of light 
Inside the callous essence of your heart, your heart, 


And bring its freezing pulse to rest, to rest forevermore.” 


And then I woke, and now I mutely wait, I mutely wait. 


